C   A   L   I   S   T   E

we even cherish such a thought ^ and, even sup-
posing that in a moment of frenzy man should
forget God and His judgments, could the Al-
mighty therefore be angry? Farewell, my friend,
write to me that you have received this letter.
Write me just a few words; there is but little
probability of their finding me Still alive, but if I do
live to receive them I shall enjoy once again the
happiness of seeing your hand."

Since that letter, madam, I have received nothing.
" It is too late," she said, " it is too late." Oh,
unhappy man that I am' I have always waited
until it was too late, and so did my father. If she
had loved another man, and he had had another
father, she would have lived; she would not have
perished from grief. . . .

LETTER XXII

(From the same to the same)
MADAM,

I have not received any further letters. There
are moments when I Still venture to hope. But no,
that is not true. I no longer hope. I already think
of her as dead, and I am heartbroken. I had
become accustomed to her illness as I was to her
goodness, as I was to being her lover. I did not
believe that she would marry; I did not believe
that she would die; and now I muSt endure what
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